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	1. Chapter 1

_A/N after writing a tiny hint of Hermione x Neville in my current WIP I wanted to explore them properly in their own story. I've always liked the pairing and there aren't a great deal of stories out there. _

_This fic will start right at the beginning Hogwarts first year and will be from Neville's POV. The chapters will be in time order but they will mainly focus on events that occur that are significant to Neville and as such there maybe time jumps and will not run with each chapter beginning where the last left off. As such the chapter lengths will vary a little but typically will be around 1-2k._

_This story will largely follow canon events and its slightly based on a what if principal, what it Hermione and Neville's friendship continued to develop after meeting on The Hogwarts Express. _

_Heads up: this is going to be a bit of a slow burn but it will also be unapologetically fluffy. _

* * *

><p><strong>Year One Chapter One<strong>

* * *

><p>Neville Longbottom stood quietly on the edge of Platform 9 ¾ and stared at the gleaming red steam train, The Hogwarts Express, his squirming insides an equal mix of barely restrained excitement and unparalleled fear.<p>

He turned to say goodbye to his Grandmother, it was unlikely to be an emotional farewell. Augusta Longbottom had been born a stern woman and life had hardened her further. Neville's parents had been tortured to complete insanity when he was sixteen months old. They had been repeatedly placed under the Cruciatus Curse by Bellatrix Lestrange, her husband Rodolphus, his brother Rabastan and a younger Death Eater, Barty Crouch Jr. Singled out because of a crazy woman's mistaken belief that his parents knew anything about their missing Lord, Voldemort.

Over the years family members had filled in some of the blanks that Neville had about his Mum and Dad, his Gran had always been reluctant to talk about her son other than to repeatedly assert how superior he was on any given subject to Neville. His parents had been childhood sweethearts, having fallen in love at school, his Dad proposed after Graduation. They had then married and entered the Auror training programme together, Alice becoming pregnant soon after.

Augusta had doted on her Son, Frank, and had come to care deeply for his chosen wife. She had to deal with a Mother's heartbreak over the attack and had then been given an infant to care for in the twilight years of her life. While she should have been enjoying the relative ease of a fun role as an affectionate Grandparent she had instead become a primary care giver.

Neville had been to see his parents the day before. They lived in the same place they had been since they were discovered following the attack, The Janus Thickey Ward at St. Mungo's. The ward housed residents whose minds had been permanently affected by spell damage and were no longer able to function in the wizarding world.

They couldn't speak, at least not in complete sentences and their comprehension of the world around them was often limited. But Neville knew they recognised him when he visited. His Mum's eyes would flash and she would spend the entire time unwrapping the sweets he would bring her and passing him the papers.

Most people said he looked like his Mum, he thought they were being kind. His Mum was beautiful, even after all that time lost to herself Neville still thought so. He was not blind to his appearance, he was slightly chubby, most notably in his cheeks and his teeth seemed a little large for his head. He was often reassured by his Uncle Algie that the men in their family were often a little heavy when younger and when Neville had a couple of growth spurts it would all even out. Neville would take one look at his Uncle's rather pronounced belly and nod along convincing despite not believing a word.

He shared the envisioned terse hug with his Gran and moved to get onto the train, _this was it! _The first time where he could be himself, not Frank's Son that never quite measured up, not the kid with the tortured parents just him, simply Neville.

Almost as soon as he had boarded the train all of his optimism from literally seconds ago fell away as he realised with complete horror that he had lost his toad, Trevor. He walked into the nearest available compartment and hoisted his trunk up already looking forward to being able to complete such tasks with magic.

It was only when he turned around that he noticed there was a girl sitting on the opposite bench. It was no wonder he hadn't seen her before she was so small, she had to be a first year like him. She had a copy of Hogwarts a History perched on her lap that dwarfed her further. Her hair was _insane_, he'd never seen anything quite like it. It seemed to move independently around her head reacting to the subtle movements of the train. He wondered briefly it were a living organism that he hadn't heard about yet. She made no response to him entering the compartment and did not acknowledge him now despite him staring at her. He summed up all of his courage and broke the silence;

"Um... excuse me...you... you haven't seen a toad have you?"

The tiny girl raised her head and Neville's gaze was met by caramel brown eyes assessing him "No, I'm sorry I haven't, _and you are?_" Neville was instantly taken back by her crisp, direct tone, it seemed so at odds with her appearance.

"I'm Neville, Neville Longbottom"

"Pleasure to meet you Neville, I'm Hermione Granger, would you like some help looking for him?"

"Erm yes please"

He followed her out into the corridor where he noticed that she, much like himself, had more than a little difficulty walking straight during the rough movements of the train. Hermione proceeded to knock on every single compartment and enquire about Trevor. By the time they approached the last carriage he was starting to feel a bit tearful and was very grateful that she had taken charge.

When the last carriage door opened there were only two occupants, both boys in their first year, Harry Potter and Ron Weasley. He had heard from his Gran that Harry Potter would be attending Hogwarts that year, it was clear by the boy's facial expression, _he had worn it enough himself_, that he wanted to keep a low profile. He had heard of the Weasley's of course, being a pureblood part of his education as a child had been about the existing pureblood families followed by harsh directives from his Gran on which ones he was allowed to associate with. To some in pureblood circles the Weasley's would be seen as blood traitors, the Longbottom's too for that matter, but his Gran had referred to them as a respectable family, though she had made a few comments about the number of children they had being slightly unseemly... _whatever that meant_.

With nowhere else to search Neville and Hermione headed back to their own compartment, he was dejected.

"I'm sure he will turn up Neville" Hermione said reassuringly, her tone was much less brittle now. He slumped on the bench seat opposite her.

"So.." Hermione began "what house do you think you will be in?"

"Both of my parents were in Gryffindor, but I think there's a good chance I won't be. Not sure where I will end up. I'm not brave like you need for Gryffindor and not smart like the Ravenclaws… maybe Hufflepuff?"

"Ok, I'm not sure where I would be, my parents are muggles so no indication there, I don't know how smart I could be perceived as being as I've only known about magic for a few months. Everyone from the wizarding world must be so much further along than me" her modest smile waned a touch and he suddenly comprehend how scared she must be. He felt the need to reassure her like she had tried to do about Trevor.

"My family thought I was going to be a squib for a while as I did not show any signs of magic"

"What's a squib?"

"Non magical person born to magical parents. It all got cleared up when my Uncle Algie chucked me out of a window"

"He dropped you out of a window?!" Hermione's voice had become impossibly shrill, her eyes wide like saucers and despite his nerves and worrying about Trevor Neville found he was laughing.

"It was an accident, he was reaching for a meringue, I was sat on the window ledge and I got pushed out. Before I hit the ground I stopped and hovered for a second before landing gently"

Hermione was overcome by a fit of giggles and he couldn't help joining her. After a few moments she straightened out wiping her eyes.

"Oh thats terrible, I'm so sorry, I shouldn't laugh, _you could have died_"

"It all worked out in the end, Uncle Algie brought me Trevor when I got my Hogwarts letter, I can't believe I've lost him already"

"It will be alright Neville he will turn up"

* * *

><p>Hermione was proved right, after arriving at Hogsmeade Station a giant man, who Harry whispered was called Rubeus Hagrid, was clutching a toad and shouting for whoever had lost it to come forward.<p>

"TREVOR!" Neville jumped forward thanked Hagrid profusely and then secured Trevor inside his robes, hoping that he would at least managed to make it to the end of the day before losing him again.

The first years were directed to the shore of the Black Lake to cross over to Hogwarts Castle, this journey was made by boat and only the first years travelled this way. Hagrid instructed that they should be four to a boat and himself and Hermione climbed in behind Harry and Ron. Hermione had gone completely silent, considering she had barely stopped talking to breath on the train ride to Scotland the sudden stillness was jarring. The boat rocked in the water _very slightly_ and her hand instantly jerked from under her robes to grip the side, her knuckles turning white with the force of her hold. Her eyes were firmly closed and her teeth were embedded in her bottom lip.

As the first part of the castle came into view Ron leant forward disturbing the boat again, this time Hermione's other had shot from under her robes to grab Neville's hand. He was momentarily stunned. He had only ever held hands with two people, it had been a long time since his Gran had held his hand but his Mum occasionally still reached for it on their visits.

The boat turned and they got their first glimpse of the whole castle, it looked beautiful in the setting sun. He knew Hermione would appreciate the view, from the amount she had quoted from Hogwarts a History on the way down she must have read the book more than once.

As gently as he could he squeezed her hand, not taking his eyes of the castle. "Hermione, open your eyes, you need to see this"

A moment later he noticed a minute movement as Hermione opened one eye just a fraction then gasped loudly and her eyes opened and went almost as wide as when he had told her about the window incident.

When they pulled into the shore he kept hold of her hand to help her out of the boat, another residue from his pureblood training, when she let go he had to stretch his fingers several times to get the blood to flow back to the tips, she had been clutching him that hard. He found he didn't really mind though.

* * *

><p>Lining up for the sorting ceremony Neville lost sight of any excitement he might have felt that day. He had long been intimidated by Gryffindor's reputation for bravery and his biggest fear was for the sorting hat to be placed on his head and for it to declare there was nowhere for him to go, that there had been a mistake and he needed to go home immediately.<p>

Quicker than he would have liked the students in front of him diminished until his name was called. He tentatively moved towards the stool and Professor McGonagall placed the aged hat on his head. His eyes fell on Hermione, already at her seat on the Gryffindor table, she was watching with rapt attention, he had previously thought he would argue for Hufflepuff, there would be no false expectations there, but when he saw her move to the edge of her seat he made no protest and the hat shouted

"GRYFFINDOR"

He was so surprised by the volume of the hats voice and its judgement that he got half way across the hall before he realised that hat was still on his head. He blushed fiercely and raced back to put it on the stool for the next student.

As he moved back to the table he smiled at the pats on the back, handshakes and residual cheering, Hermione made to shuffle over and he nudged in next to her.

"We did it Neville, they have a place for us and it's Gryffindor, home of the brave"

"Home of the brave" he repeated and for the first time the words didn't fill him with dread.


	2. Chapter 2

_A/N Thank you to everyone who had already read, reviewed, followed and favourited this story. _

_The update schedule going forward will be roughly posting once or twice a week._

* * *

><p><strong>Year One Chapter Two<strong>

* * *

><p>Neville reflected that his first year had not got off to the best start. Against all odds in the beginning it had seemed like it was going to be fine, temporarily lost toad notwithstanding. He had been sorted into Gryffindor he had made friends and he was happy with his roommates. The highlight of those first few days had been his first Herbology class, it had been fantastic, all those hours with Uncle Algie in the greenhouses of Longbottom House must have paid off as Professor Sprout had claimed he had a natural talent in front of the whole class. Neville wasn't sure he had ever been labelled as having a talent before let alone a natural one.<p>

Then he had his first Potions class and everything derailed, the experience was sure to give him nightmares for weeks to come. It was his first time in the dungeons of the castle, it didn't even feel like the same building down there. It was as if all the warmth had been removed from the air, the cheer right along with it, just by moving down a couple of flights of stairs.

They had all moved into the room and sat down on the benches when the classroom door was swung open with a large slam and Professor Snape had moved into view. He had seen him before of course, at mealtimes and such, he had certainly heard enough about him, how intimidating the other Gryffindors had found him. None of that prepared Snape for how scared he would be with Snape up close.

Neville catalogued Snape's features like a child listing the characteristics of their most feared monster. When Snape moved his black robes billowed, flaring around him like a dark magical aura. His dark almost black greasy hair fell lankly to his shoulders, he had a large hook nose and his face seemed permanently set in a sneer, though slim he was tall and his very presence was intimidating. Most frightening to Neville was his disposition, Snape seemed to exist in a permanent state of barely holding on to the last fragment of his temper, an eruption into rage likely at the smallest provocation.

When they had been assigned their task and the students got to work he could tell how daunting the other students found Snape by how quiet the room had gone, but no one seemed to find the sour Potions Master as totally incapacitating as he did.

Neville was working with Seamus Finnigan which he considered was probably not the best combination. Where Neville was supposedly a natural with plants Seamus had the same innate gift for pyrotechnics. That said it was still Neville that made the first mistake. He couldn't help it, he was unnerved by the way the Professor stalked around during the lesson like a caged tiger, waiting for one of them to make a mistake. Despite how many times he attempted to calm himself he could not concentrate and that resulted in fumbling with ingredients, melting Seamus's cauldron, the resulting explosion drenching him the boil-curing potion they had been brewing.

After being screamed at for being incompetent he made his way to The Hospital Wing, for what would turn out to be the first of many many trips, he hoped that Madam Pomfrey would have something for the burns.

* * *

><p>Then came their first flying lesson, he had sat next to Hermione at breakfast who had been aggressively flipping through Quidditch Through The Ages. He was pretty sure that it would be of next to no help but one look at her mental hair, by now a clear sign that she was emotional, he shut up. Ron was quietly, for Ron at least, scoffing at her from the other side of the table. Neville didn't want her to feel bad, though he was relieved that someone was as nervous as he was. Even so, she had an excuse, even if she was completely terrible, she was muggleborn. He on the other hand should have been better prepared for this but his Gran had never let him have a broom. She had said that anyone as clumsy as he was with both feet on the ground would be a menace airborne and he had defeatedly walked away from the potential argument.<p>

Breakfast over they walked onto the Quidditch pitch to meet Madam Hooch who had them line up in two rows facing each other, each student next to a school broom that had been laid out on the ground. This lesson was with the Slytherins, _of course_. Draco Malfoy had seemingly made it his personal mission to make Neville's life difficult and they had only been there a few days. Draco was at the top of a list of children his Gran wanted him to have nothing to do with, this was probably one of the only things that he had ever totally agreed with her on. Malfoy was the epitome of everything that was wrong with the old fashioned pureblood circles. He was loud, rude, cruel and a snob. Worse he was a coward, he revelled in throwing out his hateful comments but he didn't go anywhere without at least two of his little followers with him.

A few years ago he had gone to The Ministry with his Gran and they had bumped into Lucius Malfoy, Draco's Father, Neville had disliked him instantly and from the expression on his face when he saw Neville the feeling was mutual. Draco was well on his way to being a complete carbon copy of his father.

As soon as the lesson began he lost control of the broom, he had been so afraid of being the only one not to get the thing airborne he pushed off too early and ended up going much higher than he bargained for. When he was several feet higher than Madam Hooch's head he panicked and with the resulting lapse in concentration the broom fell out of the air and he plummeted to the ground, _hard_.

Madam Hooch rushed over, after she helped him off the ground he noticed the weird angle his wrist was sitting at and she insisted on escorting him to The Hospital Wing.

Madam Pomfrey got up from behind her desk when the heavy doors were swung open;

"Good Afternoon Mr Longbottom we meet again"

He gave her a watery smile and sat onto the bed the nurse directed him to. After running a series of diagnostic spells over him Madam Pomfrey informed him he had a broken wrist. He sighed, he had only just got rid of the rash that remained after the potions accident. _How could he have injured himself again? _

Before he could continue to mentally berate himself the Hospital Wing doors swung open and from the unmistakable hair that appeared Hermione had come to see him. With some difficulty, that he stifled a laugh at, she hoisted herself up and perched on the end of his bed

"What did Madam Pomfrey say?"

"She's getting me a potion then I should be ok to go. Did...Did everyone laugh at me when I was gone?" Neville hated that he could feel his cheeks flush as he asked the question, he hated to be embarrassed and had already spent too much time feeling like the butt of the jokes since he came to Hogwarts.

Hermione smiled softly at him "No, everyone was distracted. Malfoy took your remberall and flew off daring Harry to give chase. Which he obviously did and then was spotted by Professor McGonagall through her office window, she came running down on to the pitch afterwards, it looked like she had steam coming out of her ears she was so mad"

"Wow, wouldn't like to be in his shoes...how did the rest of it go for you?"

"Same as before you left really, I kept saying 'up' but the broom would not 'up'. Never left the ground the whole lesson" Hermione said indignantly, eyes alive with frustration.

"You don't think...Never mind" her eyes fell to the floor, her hair falling forward almost totally obscuring her face. He was getting used to her mannerisms, she always hid when she was really worried about something.

"I don't think what?" He probed gently

"Well...Malfoy...and some of the other Slytherins..."

"You don't want to go listening to them"

She lifted her head ever so slightly and he could see that the corners of her mouth had twinged "no...I know...but well... they've said a few things about being muggleborn and I wanted to be able to fly _so badly _because I didn't want them to know I couldn't do something. It would feel like I had proved them right, but… but I'm just so scared of it. I don't like heights _at all_ and this one time I went skiing with my parents and there was this huge lift and I…"

Sensing that she was about to spiral and completely unravel he cut her off "Hermione it's just flying a broom, it's not the end of the world"

"Really?"

"Really"

"So remedial flying lessons it is then" she sighed

"Yeah I guess so, there should be a few less people in that class and we only have to know the basics and then we don't have to do it anymore" Neville tried to reassure her, he felt silly given he had exactly the same fears, although when she started to look relieved it made him feel better.

"I suppose you're right, as you're not going to be in here much longer do you want to come to the library with me? Was going to head there to start on my Potions homework"

"So you can help me you mean?" He didn't intend for his words to come out as harsh as they had, however, on his second visit to the Hospital Wing in a week he didn't want to be reminded of Potions at all, homework or not.

"No _I'm_ going to work on it, if you want to be there reading the same books, quietly discussing the topic, that's up to you" she smiled brightly at him and he felt his prickly attitude fade.

"Also I wouldn't mind a bit of help on the Herbology Devil's Snare assignment, I'm mislabelling something on my diagram and its throwing everything off"

Neville beamed at her, maybe it hadn't such a bad start after all.

* * *

><p>He could see Ron was unhappy from the back of his head, it didn't take a great deal to read Ron. He was given to large displays of emotion, quick to anger, especially if he was being kept from his food for any period of time.<p>

Neville was in a cluster of Gryffindor boys leaving their second charms class of the term and Ron was on a tear about Hermione. She had embarrassed him in class when she had corrected him on his spell pronunciation and his attempt at turning the humiliation on her by asking her to 'prove it' had failed when her levitated feather made its way higher and higher eventually settling on one of the rafters, Professor Flitwick had all but fallen off his book pile in delight.

"Did you hear her?…_it's leviosa not leviosar_" Ron mimicked her voice unflatteringly, Harry and Dean made some noises of assent. He could see where Ron was coming from, Hermione's manner was stand offish at times and it alienated her from a lot of people. He didn't think she did it intentionally and she wasn't like that around him, not really, with others she seemed to struggle to express herself.

Ron continued "I mean it's no wonder why she hasn't got any friends" Neville thought that was a bit strong, he was willing himself to say something in her defense but before he could articulate anything he was knocked off balance by Hermione herself pushing past them all, for a girl that looked as fragile as she did she could be incredibly strong at times. He called after her but she didn't turn around. Her shoulders were slumped and he could see her drag the body of her bag around her front and clutch it to her chest like a shield.

"Did you have to?" He asked still watching Hermione disappear from view

"What? She should hear it, she's insufferable"

"She's actually… she's actually really nice" the boys all stopped and turned to look at him, he wasn't made for standing up to people but Hermione _had_ been nice to him, helping him look for his toad, visiting him in The Hospital Wing "She can come off a bit cold" Ron snorted "But she's not just in a new school she's in a whole new world so… so cut her some slack..._please_"

Harry appeared slightly abashed and even Ron looked vaguely thoughtful. Neville nodded awkwardly at the boys and went off in the direction that Hermione had marched in _would probably find her in the library._ He hoped things would start to get easier for her, for both of them.


	3. Chapter 3

_A/N Thank you everyone who has read, reviewed, favourited and followed._

* * *

><p><strong>Year One Chapter Three <strong>

* * *

><p>Neville was lying in The Hospital Wing, not a strange place for him to be found, this was after all the third time he had been sent here this term, in fact "sent" wasn't correct as this time he had to be carried, he mused that at least he wasn't there as a result of an accident he had caused this time. Harry had half carried half dragged him from the Quidditch pitch and he had been directed to deposit Neville in what Madam Pomfrey had referred to as the '<em>Longbottom Suite<em>' which was actually the bed in the far right corner of the the course of his previous visits the nurse had told him that when his Dad was at Hogwarts he'd been very accident prone and had visited The Hospital Wing more times than even Neville in his first term. Neville had been delighted to hear that. It was nice to think he might be more like his Dad than people thought, even if the shared trait was a potentially negative one, but more so because it was the first time anyone had ever given him any indication that either of his parents were anything less than perfect. It wasn't like he wanted to hear they were horrible, far from it, he had been brought up with this image of them, his Dad in particular, as the brightest, the kindest and the greatest, hearing that Frank tripped up the stairs knocking down two portraits in his second week of term, breaking a couple of fingers made his Dad, or the Frank Longbottom that had been, seem more like a real person, not an unattainable fantasy had blacked out earlier so things were still a little fuzzy. Madam Pomfrey had been over to do her initial assessments and had tutted continually at the litany of bruises covering his face and upper body. He ached and was sure he had broken a couple of ribs but nothing could displace the grin that was currently stretched from one ear to the other.

He had finally stood up for himself, in front of almost the whole school and to Malfoy of all people! All year he'd found himself on the wrong side of Draco Malfoy's sharp tongue and hexes. He had no idea why the blond had it in for him so much but he never missed an opportunity to ridicule him. Neville wasn't the only one, Harry and Ron seemed to be on his list as well but as far as he could recall he had never even started a dialogue with him or treated the Slytherin with open hostility like the other boys had but he was still a target.

_It was just after the Christmas holidays and Neville was happy to be back at the castle following a very quiet Yule at home. He had visited his parents on Boxing Day as usual, although he wouldn't miss it for the world the call made him maudlin. __At every other time of year he pushed his feelings about his parents hospitalisation down inside of him, Christmas however was such a family orientated holiday, after weeks of listening to his housemates discuss their plans excitedly exchanging details of long standing traditions in their homes he could not shake the longing for something similar for himself. Even though acknowledging that desire came with an incredible amount of guilt. __After dropping off his trunk to his dorm Neville was heading to the Great Hall hoping to grab a quick something to eat before they stopped serving dinner. Walking into what had appeared to be an empty corridor he was set upon by Malfoy and a gang of his Slytherin mates. After a few new variations on the standard set downs, most were directed at his general lack of intelligence Malfoy fired a Leg-Locker Curse at him.__Neville believed he was okay at defensive magic, DADA wasn't one of his stronger classes but at least it was better than Potions, however, his clumsiness slowed him down and his reaction times weren't quick enough.__After Malfoy has finally walked away not before nearly laughing himself sick Neville had to bunny-hop all the way back to Gryffindor Tower, he couldn't for the life of him remember the counter curse and he didn't want to humiliate himself further by going into the Great Hall in that state. Following coming dangerously close to losing his temper with the Fat Lady that had seen fit to laugh at his efforts to get through the portrait hole he stumbled into the common room, swallowed his shame and asked for help. Dean Thomas did the honours and Neville collapsed into a chair to recover. __Harry, Ron and Hermione, now firm friends following an incident at Halloween with a troll in the girls bathroom, that the three gave very conflicting accounts of, were sat at one of the large tables working through Charms homework, though Ron looked slightly reluctant. Harry having spotted Neville when he walked in urged him join them. Once he had recounted what had happened they prompted him to report it but Neville thought it would make things worse. __Harry gave Neville his last Chocolate Frog from Christmas and had told him he was worth twelve of Malfoy, he hadn't believed him but he felt grateful for the words anyway._

The day had started with such promise, the morning had been given over to talk of Quidditch strategy and weather conditions with sly bets being placed in light of the Gryffindor v. Hufflepuff match. Malfoy was still recovering from the shock of finding out Harry had been given special permission to join the team as a first year, making him the youngest Seeker in a century and was clearly in a foul mood.

He had been taunting the Gryffindor team plus Ron and Neville relentlessly and he could feel himself beginning to lose his temper. Anger was not a typical emotion for him, probably because he was usually too shy for it but he had reached the end of his patience with the Slytherin weeks ago and then Malfoy's voice broke through the crowd noise again;

"Longbottom, if brains were gold, you'd be poorer than Weasley"

That was one thing about Malfoy he may have been a bully but he was good at it, he had worked out early on what each of their weaknesses were, he knew Neville was sensitive about people thinking he was stupid, or that his magic wasn't very strong and Ron struggled with his family's status and wealth relative to the other pureblood families.

The comment triggered a challenge and ended up in a brawl. After standing up to Malfoy and issuing said challenge he had single-handedly taken on Malfoy's friends Vincent Crabbe and Gregory Goyle, while Ron fought Malfoy. Neither of his opponents could be considered on the small side and were both surprisingly adept at muggle fighting. Although he had been knocked out from the repeated punches Crabbe and Goyle directed at his face, Madam Pomfrey insisted that he would make a full recovery.

Ron had ended up back here as well, though he had a lot less bruising apparent than Neville did, he suspected that Malfoy's bark was a lot worse than his bite when it came to physical altercations. Ron had been given a couple of potions put in the bed opposite and had promptly fallen asleep. Having shared a dorm with him for months this was no surprise, the only thing Ron loved more than the Chudley Cannons, food or chess was his bed.

Their rivals came in separately a while after them and were kept to the other end of The Hospital Wing. Malfoy had similar injuries to Ron but elected to return back to his dormitory, Crabbe and Goyle had embarrassingly few injuries to speak of so had returned with him.

He didn't acknowledge that he had been half watching the door until it swung open and Hermione entered. She had come both other times he had ended up here and he realised that he expected her to come. _No not expected, depended, he could rely on her_.

He turned to face her and his smile dropped immediately when he caught sight of the impressive scowl she was sporting.

She berated him for well over ten minutes without interruption. How stupid he was, how worried she had been, did he know he could have been killed? when would he learn to stop listening to what Malfoy said? why would he put himself against those two they're like gorillas? and on and on.

When she finally came up for air he immediately spoke to prevent her from starting up again "but I stood up for myself".

Hermione sighed and strained to lift herself to perch on the bed muttering something about them '_needing to get a step, not everyone was the size of Hagrid_'

"I know' she said resigned and handed him a small paper bag with red and white vertical stripes. He looked at the bag questioningly, Hermione sighed again "Just how hard did they hit your head Neville?" She snatched the bag back off him and tipped the contents onto the bed. Over his legs was an assortment of snowmen, Father Christmas' and penguins all made out of brightly coloured paper, with string loops coming out from the tops of their heads. He lifted one holding it close to his face and peering at it "what is it?"

"It's chocolate in some muggle families you have wrapped chocolates like these on your Christmas trees as decorations, you eat them in the run up to and after Christmas"

"Ok, why are you giving them to me?" He asked curiously

"Well.." Hermione flushed "You might think this is silly but it's a tradition my dad started when I was little. I always had a hard time at school and Christmas was my favourite time of year so the first couple of weeks of term after the holidays I would get upset all the time. I didn't want to be at school I wanted to be at home with them. So my Dad one year made up this rule that we didn't eat any of the chocolate off the tree and after Christmas we kept it all and whenever I was sad he would give me one and we would remember the holiday and it would cheer me up...I know it's a bit silly…but I thought...I thought it might make you feel better?"

Neville quickly grabbed one of the chocolates from his bed and stuffed it into his mouth so he wouldn't have to speak, his throat had gone horribly dry in the last few minutes at the thought of being invited to partake in a family tradition. Hermione didn't say anything, she probably knew anyway, _know-it-all_, she simply leant forward and picked up a penguin chocolate for herself and ate it, a lot more delicately than Neville had.

"So…" Hermione said breaking the silence, once the sound of their combined chewing had stopped "as I see I didn't need to make you feel better as you were feeling _very happy for yourself_" some of her scolding tone from earlier returned but there was no heat behind it now "how about another chocolate as a _celebration of your triumph_?" She teased mockingly.

He snatched the one she had picked up off the bed and slowly unwrapped it, Hermione burst out laughing, she went to hit him instinctively and then remembering his injuries dropped her arm grimacing he huffed out a laugh and then they both giggled together for a while animately play fighting over the remainder of the chocolate. His earlier smile returning brighter than it had been before.


	4. Chapter 4

_A/N Thank you to everyone who is reading and those that have had kind words to say about the story so far. _

_Really enjoying writing some fluffy goodness!_

* * *

><p><strong>Year One Chapter Four<strong>

* * *

><p>Neville was running through corridors trying to be as stealthy as he possibly could, which he knew wasn't very. He winced as his boot clunked on the floor heavier than expected.<p>

He had found out about, Norbert, the Norwegian Ridgeback that Hagrid had been hiding in this hut. He had been in complete agreement when Hermione said the gamekeeper couldn't keep him, Hagrid however was mistified as to why there would be an issue having a dragon with the potential to grow up to a tonne in weight and capable of breathing fire in a wooden hut that was barely big enough for a man of his size, never mind that it was illegal. No he completely agreed he just wasn't sure why Harry, Ron and Hermione were taking it upon themselves to get rid of it.

Ron had sent a letter to his brother in Romania and Charlie Weasley had arranged to have some of his dragon tamer friends, _seriously Charlie was soo cool_, to come to the Astronomy Tower at midnight to collect Norbert. Harry planned on using his invisibility cloak, again something he had only heard about this week, to get up there undetected.

On Neville's way back to Gryffindor Tower from the greenhouses he had overheard Malfoy telling Pansy Parkinson he was planning on sneaking out tonight as he knew '_Saint Potter was up to something_'. Against his better judgement Neville had decided to try to warn them. The plan he had was simple, find the three of them, tell them what Malfoy was up to and then get back to the dorms before they were caught by Flich or Mrs Norris.

He wasn't counting on being spotted by his Head of House. Professor McGonagall was furious. For the first time that year he thought he would rather have been on the wrong side of Snape than enduring her righteous vitriol. She took fifty points from him, _fifty...from her own house,_ and told him he would have to serve a detention.

The next morning Harry and Ron balefully told him they had been caught as well and the points counter in the Great Hall made for sad viewing, they were likely to be very unpopular for several days. On the upside at least Malfoy had been caught too.

* * *

><p>Argus Filch's look of positive delight when they met him in the entrance hall should have been his first indication that it would be no regular detention. The school caretaker had a penchant for severe punishment and even had some torture equipment mounted to the walls in his office if the Weasley twins were to be believed.<p>

Their detention was going to be served with Hagrid, in the Forbidden Forest, Filch walked them to Hagrid's door and knocked heavily. When the huge man opened the door he greeted the Gryffindor's kindly, Filch and Malfoy responded with equally disgusted looks to the scene. Filch reminded Hagrid that this was a detention and not a call for tea, Neville didn't think it was appropriate to voice that they were all there because of Hagrid so the least he could do was smile at them, apart from Malfoy he was there because he was an insufferable prick.

Hagrid walked them to the edge of the Forest and Neville started to feel very afraid, he had never even been this close to the forest before and especially not at this time of night. The shadows created by the bare trees lingered creepily on the ground and he cursed himself for the hundredth time for ever thinking it was a good idea to try to warn the others. He had actually read Hogwarts a History, granted not as many times as Hermione but enough to know that all kinds of creatures called the forest home. All kinds of creatures that probably didn't want to be disturbed by some rambling first years.

Hagrid informed them that something in the Forbidden Forest was killing Unicorns and Neville realised why the forest had been named as such, it certainly wasn't for alliterative reasons. Matters were made worse when he was paired with Malfoy and given Fang's leash to hold. If there was another living thing as scared as he was for tonight's activity it was Fang, he would be no use against anything they would come across.

Counter to all of his better judgement he followed the path Hagrid had instructed they take and began to move deeper into the forest. Malfoy was covering up his own fear by tormenting him, he kept droning on and on and Neville was sure he would alert the beast they were supposed to track of their location so he whisper-yelled at him to 'shut up'.

The wooded area went blissfully silent for several minutes, Neville became engrossed in watching the forest floor so he didn't trip over one of the many stray roots when suddenly something or someone jumped out of the line of trees to his left and grabbed on to his arm.

He reacted quicker than he could think, shouted and shot red sparks from his wand in the air as Hagrid had instructed they to do if they got into any trouble. During his movement he hadn't noticed the arm release him and when a noise broke through his consciousness he spun round to see Malfoy on the dirty ground doubled over with laughter.

Hagrid came bounding through the trees, taking in the sight before him it didn't take long to put together what had happened, Hagrid didn't bother to hide his annoyance with Malfoy and announced they would re-split the groups; Malfoy and Harry were to go with Fang and Neville and Hermione would go with Hagrid. Neville liked this distribution much better, though he did feel sorry for Harry and felt a twinge of guilt when the bespectacled Gryffindor sighed but not guilty enough to wave Hagrid off and carry on in the current teams.

They followed the gamekeeper as he walked back over to take up the path he had been trekking before. Hermione was uncharacteristically quiet and it took him a moment to realise she was scared, she jumped at every little sound, though she tried to cover it as much as possible. She was also hindered by her stature and slight frame. Hagrid made moving through the forest look easy but Hermione was struggling a little to keep up even more so than Neville who had reverted to studying the floor to avoid a tumble.

A large feral howl sounded somewhere in the woods and he felt Hermione's hand grip his. It was the second time she had done that, grasp his hand and it had surprised him as much this time as it had when she had done it on the boat.

In a way he felt pleased, Hermione never liked to show anyone she was afraid of anything, if she ever didn't know something or was scared she would become derisive and haughty. She would rather have people think she was snotty than know she was afraid. Even so she never hid her fear from him, not even on that first day.

He might have been terrified as well _and he was_, but she was seeking comfort from him and it made him feel braver.

The forest went quiet around them again and Hermione made to pull her hand away from his. Acting on impulse he held onto it. She looked at him, her eyebrows raised in question.

"I'll help you keep up if you stop me from falling over?" He whispered.

Hermione smiled, a little shaky smile at him and seemed to release a huge breath "Deal".


	5. Chapter 5

_A/N couple of lines taken directly from canon as couldn't have said it better and now it's the end of first year...thank you to everyone reading this story and anyone who has reviewed, favourited or followed._

* * *

><p><strong>Year One Chapter Five <strong>

* * *

><p>It was the dead of night when Neville was jolted awake from a deep sleep by something banging against the end of his dorm bed. Immediately awake but reluctant to move Neville opened his eyes slowly to see what was going on. He could just make out his alarm clock, <em>it was gone midnight! <em>

Stirring further he pulled himself up onto his elbows and rubbed his eyes, he could make out the shapes of two figures moving about the room, repeatedly shushing each other. When he squinted further it became clear it was Harry and Ron. They were fumbling about getting dressed. Ron, never one to be that stable on his feet especially when overly tired fell about a bit. It must have been him that knocked his bed earlier.

After several minutes they grabbed their shoes and with a small creek, that did not disturb the other sleeping inhabitants of the dorm, they were out into the corridor.

It took a while for his mind to process what he had seen, then he realised they were going to out again. He knew he couldn't let that happen. The older Gryffindor students were barely speaking to them following the last big loss of points for breaking curfew and he knew they didn't want another detention in the Forbidden Forest, Harry had been extremely shaken up after the last time and it was no wonder, Neville had nightmares himself following Harry's description of a creature feasting on a unicorn.

Decision made he jumped from the bed and felt around for his dressing gown, donning it quickly he managed to make it out of the room without incident.

The common room felt warm, there was still the remains of an earlier fire burning in the grate. He spotted them organising themselves before the portrait hole, Hermione was with them. He couldn't believe she would be so stupid. She cared so much about the rules and listening to everything the Professors said. Getting into trouble the last time had been really hard on her. _Was this just so Harry and Ron would stay friends with her?_

He marched over to them, all three startled as he approached, obviously not having heard him enter the room moments earlier.

"What are you three doing?"

"Look Neville we have to go and do... something, it's really important we wouldn't go otherwise you have to believe us" Harry implored.

Neville moved to block the portrait hole and fixed his face into the sternest expression he possibly could.

"You can't go out, you'll be caught again. Gryffindor will be in even more trouble... I won't let you do it. I'll ...I'll fight you!"

All three tried to reason with him but Neville remained unmoved, _this was important_ they would thank him for this later, maybe. After a couple of minutes of fruitless arguing he glimpsed Harry direct an exasperated look at Hermione and she gave him a slight nod albeit with an air of reluctance. Neville was elated, they were backing down, so he was surprised when she turned to face him and raised her wand but wouldn't meet his eyes.

"Neville I'm so _so sorry_" she said earnestly

As usual Neville didn't have time to react before the spell was fired and then the next thing he knew his body falling back. She had hit him with the Full Body-Bind Curse. He laid there completely immobile, his mind in much the same state as his body. He couldn't believe that she had done it, he hoped her continued friendship with Harry and Ron was worth it.

* * *

><p>The next day news was all over the castle about what the three first years had supposedly done the night before, so far that morning Neville had heard they had taken on a traitorous Professor Quirrell, a werewolf, a three headed dog, an acromantula and a logic puzzle set by Professor Snape while under the threat of fire, the stories got more and more fanciful.<p>

* * *

><p>It was now the end of term and he still hadn't spoken to Hermione. The boys had approached him the next day and they had sorted everything out with a simple '<em>Alright Neville' 'Alright Harry'<em> in the way things were done with boys in his dorm but Hermione had avoided his gaze constantly and removed herself if he came into the room. He new she felt guilty, she spent a lot of time with her hair forward obscuring her face that week, but that didn't matter, he was angry at her, _wasn't he?_

He moved into the Great Hall to find it decked out with Slytherin colours, as expected. After eating the hall went quiet for the traditional award of the House Cup. Professor Dumbledore amazed everyone by saying there were some last minute points that had to be awarded, Ron got fifty points for a game of chess and Hermione the same amount for logic in the face of fire...maybe the rumours of what had happened were more based in fact than he had imagined. Harry was awarded sixty points for outstanding courage. In the pause everyone on their table was fiercely attempting to work out what the points totals were now until Hermione whispered.

"That puts us on even points with Slytherin" he realised that he hadn't heard her voice in days and how strange that was but could give it much thought as Dumbledore began speaking again, the hall fell into hush once more.

"As we all know there are all kinds of courage…" his voice echoed across the hall "it takes a great deal of bravery to stand up to our enemies, but just as much to stand up to our friends. I therefore award ten points to Mr. Neville Longbottom"

Neville was completely dumbstruck and stared open mouthed at the podium where the headmaster smiled at him his eyes twinkling. Even Professor McGonagall was clapping, he had thought he would have to wait until at least fourth year before he had a chance to work his way back into her good books.

His world become a flurry of slaps on the back, cheers and excited, not very quiet, murmurings of '_Longbottom's done it we've won'_. The headmaster spoke again and the decorations of the room changed in a gust of wind from serpentine green to bold red tinged with gold and the roar from the lions erupted, reverberating around the space.

He couldn't wait to tell his Gran!

* * *

><p>The next day the term and his first school year was over, with a heavy heart he joined the throng of students walking towards the carriages that would take them to The Express for the return journey to London. As he turned to take his last look at the castle he noticed Hermione running from the main entrance hall towards him. He spotted the moment she became aware he had seen her, she stilled and appeared to be having a debate with herself before he saw her deflate and then continue towards him at a fast pace but no longer a run. He considered walking away but he knew he wasn't upset with her anymore, not really. Hermione did everything and anything for her friends and he believed had the situation been different she would have stunned Ron or Harry for him, it hadn't been personal.<p>

"Erm...Neville I...I just wanted to say that I am really sorry... I... about using the spell on you that night, I really didn't want to but felt like I had to at the time... I… I would have prefered to explain it all to you properly, there was...there was no time and well I'm just really sorry"

"It's ok Hermione"

"Really?" He felt a bit remorseful at the hopefulness of her tone he had not intended for her to assume he never wanted to be friends again.

"Of course" they started to walk together towards the carriages. Neville felt a weight lift of his chest now they were speaking again.

They walked in peaceable quiet before he noticed Hermione squirming a little by his side, he stopped and faced her.

"Erm Neville...Will you write to me over the Summer? I'm not likely to get any messages from Harry as he goes back to his Aunt and Uncle's house and they won't let him do anything that could connect him to the magical world and Ron isn't really one with words"

He looked up at her, she was biting her lip and looked so buoyant he couldn't say no.

"Sure I will, I'm not very good at letters either though, not sure I've ever really sent one to anyone other than my Gran before" he suddenly wondered what it would take for Hermione to deem you 'one with words'. She beamed at him.

"That's ok, I probably talk enough for two people anyway" they laughed together.

They got into a carriage and were swiftly followed by Ron and Harry who were bickering good naturedly about some Quidditch move or other. Hermione rolled her eyes and pulled out a book from her bag. The carriage moved off with a bit of a start and Neville looked around the assembled group, his face broke into a bright smile.

It had been a tough year, he'd not been very good in most of the classes, baring Herbology, he'd had to endure the censure of his peers for lost house points and he'd spent far too much time in The Hospital Wing but he'd made friends, really really good friends.


End file.
